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and the wind and swell were rapidly increasing* The tide too
was sweeping out large fragments of ice from the glacier, and
it was likely that the Rapid would soon be surrounded and
possibly holed.

After a meal of hash George went back to the engine, but
hour after hour passed without result. The cabin party were
very sea-sick, for the swell was still rising. Some of them slept
a little, and when they woke they found that the boat was
being battered by ice fragments. They tried to push away
some of the more menacing battering-rams with oars, but it
was a hopeless task, since they had to clutch the rail in order
to avoid being thrown overboard.

Dawn came, and the three men in the engine-room had been
working for over twelve hours. Still there was no sign of life
in the motor. Fortunately, the swell lessened, but it was not
until the morning of the third day that the Rapid suddenly
spluttered into activity. By this time the whole party were
nearly exhausted from the never-ending pumping of compressed
air into the cylinder. Now at last they had the victory. Every-
body cheered and promptly began to plan to have a huge
meal of seal-meat when they reached camp.

The Rapid churned steadily ahead until they were alongside
a huge glacier which filled the seaward view. The engine
stammered.

" Keep her going, George," cried Walker. " Whatever you
do, keep her going just here ! "

But in spite of George's tender ministrations, the Rapid
stopped. This was desperate. The iceberg was already almost
broken in half, and there was every possibility of a monstrous
chunk breaking off at any moment and swamping the little
boat. Every now and again there was a dull boom as a tottering
pinnacle collapsed into the sea. They drifted so close that they
could see every detail of the icy castle. The bo'sun's mate got
into the * pram/ and slowly towed the Rapid clear while the
rest stood ready with boat-hooks to fend her off if she came
within reach of the glacier. Slowly the iceberg drew astern,
and at last it was possible to anchor about a mile away from
the beach they had learned to hate during the last three days.

*c We'll just have to stick it out and wait till the ship comes